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Deep in the Mind 


What would life have been life if you hadnt taken that walk through the forest of your mind? Would everything 
have lead along this exact same path? Or would life have been completely different? 


Dark clouds hung low in the sky and the Texan air was thick with humidity. Energy crackled through the night, 
unseen yet felt by many. In the distance, thunder rumbled, its sound barrelling to the ears of the watching 


man. 


Draped in a deep chair on the hotel's veranda, Dave looked out into the inky night. Lightning flicked across the 
sky, visible only long enough to burn itself into the retinas before dashing back to the bowels of the clouds. 


Dave could feel his eyes becoming heavy. His arms hung loosely over the chair, his fingers brushing the 
veranda's rough wood. He was tired, exhausted, broken both physically and mentally. The year had been long 
and unforgiving and, for a few moments, he wondered what life would have been like if he hadn't taken the 


path that he had. 


Thunder took another step closer, its sound almost overhead, and Dave opened his eyes long enough to see the 


swirling clouds lit with the weather's blue light. He smiled to himself and let his head fall back as the first 


heavy drops of rain fell against the patio. 


Just like the lightning that that flared overhead, so his brain flickered, thoughts criss-crossing the neural 
paths. Some became visible while others faded to nothing. Finally, everything faded to black and Dave found 
himself settled in to the void. It was a place he'd visited many times, that still small space deep inside of 
himself where he'd sought inspiration and ideas. Images would form and become reality, tangible enough for him 


to explore. 


Dave allowed himself to go back through the years, pausing when he was in high school. He saw himself, the 
gangly, dorky guy whose popularity kept him out of harms way. Slowly the years began to advance, showing 
him the bands he'd played with. Neither Nirvana nor Foo Fighters featured in none of the images, leaving him 
middle-aged and single. His home was a tiny apartment just off Hollywood Boulevard and his car, he was 
shocked to discover, was a lease. A battered guitar stood in one corner of the apartment, the only indication of 


what his life had once been like. 


The days and hours unfolded, showing him a life that had never existed. He was a driver, picking up fares for 
pennies on the dollar, and dropping them wherever they desired. The new technology was designed to allow 

people to be their own business owner with little of the headaches that went with setting up a business. But 
cuts to fares and the short distances most people went made it difficult to make ends meet. Yet, through it 
all, Dave remained cheerful and optimistic. While others complained about their poor life choices, Dave carried 
bags and opened car doors. He smiled and laughed and listened to peoples problems. By all accounts, he was a 


happy, little soul, unaware of what his life would have been like. 


Of course, he'd tried to make it in the music industry. But no one had cared for the skinny kid from Virginia 
By the time he'd reached his forties, Dave had resigned himself to playing in bars and coffee shops, happy to 
sit, play, and talk long after his designated time was up. He had social media pages that he updated as often as 
possible with photos and observations from his day. He talked kindly of those he met before adding another 
date and venue that would be displaying his talents. 


Relationships were fleeting, men and women coming from his bed before disappearing like time itself. No one 
had settled in his life, falling in love with his personality but unable to accept his often transient lifestyle. Dave 
had trouble supporting himself so a partner was out of the question He was the master of his own fate and 
he didn't know his life could have been anything other than the one he was living. 


"Dave? Dave?" 


The voice came from somewhere above him, a sound that didn't exist in the plane he was currently exploring. 


It sounded warm and inviting, pulling him away from the images of what could have been 


He slowly opened his eyes, his head swimming as he took in his surroundings. The rain had become heavier and 
the thunder had become deeper. Warm air whispered around him making goosebumps rise on his arms. The 


scene was far removed from what he'd seen in his mind. 


Smiling softly to himself, Dave pulled his feet on to the coffee table before him and leaned his head back 
against the seat. His watched the rain fall, fascinated with the way the drops sent rings dancing across the 
pool. He was lulled by the sound, his busy mind slowly relaxing. Draping an arm over the wooden railing, Dave 


felt the warm raindrops run down his fingers before continuing their journey to the ground. 


He could have been anything. But he'd landed on his feet. He had everything he could ever ask for and he 
wouldn't change it for the world. 


Or would he? 
"Dave? Dave?" 


Opening an eye, he watched as a slender figure walked towards him. Their face was a painting of light and 
shadow before a blue-white streak of lightning illuminated their blonde hair. 


"Hey, Taylor," he murmured. 
Dave made no effort to move as the other man sat across from him. "Wondered where you'd gone." 
"Ie been here. Just listenin’ to the rain" 


Taylor nodded and leaned back, his eyes turning to the garden. Dave knew that the other man wouldn't stay 
still for long. 


"Its beautiful here, huh?" 
Dave nodded. "Certainly is.” 


Another flash of lightning crackled across the sky and Dave pushed himself deeper in to the chair. He would 
stay there all night, watching the rain and letting his mind wander to places unseen by others. 


Silence hung over them before Taylor said, "I love this life." 
Dave smiled softly, his eyes flicking from the rain and to Taylor. "It is a good life." 


"Would you change anything about it?" There was an earnest look on Taylor's shadowy face, one which seemed 


to be begging Dave to answer in the negative. 


Drawing in a deep breath, Dave turned his attention back to the now-rain soaked garden. Would he change 
anything about his life? Would it be nicer if the trappings of fame were a little easier on his rugged, old soul? 
Would it be easier if he could walk down the street without being accosted for photographs? Or was it all a 
price that he had to pay to give those he loved a comfortable life? 


Dave gave the other man a smile. "No," he said. "I wouldn't change a thing." 


